220                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
Before Barrack 3,1 spotted two Red Cross girls collecting scraps of paper from the inmates there. Many voices implored
"Mine, too! Please take my message, too'"
"My husband and son are in Barrack 6 Please take a note to them.**
"Me, too* Please, a word to my husband *
In Barrack 1, jammed with "unusables" for the German Reich, I stumbled on a family consisting of a grandmother, over sixty and desperately ill with dysentery, and five children. The eldest was a girl of ten, the youngest was but a few months old. The parents had been executed by the Germans on suspicion of having taken part in the Uprising. The grandmother, lying on a litter of thin, filthy straw, was moaning The condition of the children made me cry
I stopped a passing Red Cross nurse Pointing to the prostrate children, I urged, "We must do something/*
The nurse shrugged her shoulders He^mouth twitched, as she spoke with bitterness. "You don't know where I'm going at this very minute. It's even worse there. A woman is dying, and she had to pick just this moment to give birth to a child. She's bnngmg it forth dying, and she knows it, which is...Oh, damnation!* She went away quicldy.
When I found that the whole family had had nothing to eat for two days, I went foraging for food. I had observed some barrels and cauldrons near the railroad tracks, and made my way to a car from which came the warm odor of a steaming liquid, smelling something like coffee. I stood there helpless for a moment
*Do you want some?" a grating voice asked behind my back
I knew that he was a German* The man was sloppy, glistening with sweat Through his open shot